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dread of somebody else/' So it was almost a relief when
Mr. Gladstone wrote from Hawarden informing her of his
resignation of the Liberal leadership. His humble duty
was submitted quite touchingly, <f perhaps for the last
time/' But the Queen was notably untouched; a
further instalment of Mr. Gladstone's duty was the last
thing that she desired ; and her letter of farewell was
almost perfunctory.
A further innovation threatened the hold of any
Opposition speaker on royal favour. For a free use of
courtly terminology increased the Queen's belief that
acts of her Government were acts done personally by her-
self* Other ministers had governed England in her name;
but Mr. Disraeli and his obliging colleagues seemed less
presumptuous, since they appeared to govern according
to her wishes. Had he not assured her on the Public
Worship Bill that " the only object of Lord Cairns and
Mr. Disraeli had been to further Your Majesty's wishes
in this matter, which will always be with them a para-
mount object" ? If that were so, the Bill itself was an
expression of her royal will; and it was highly indiscreet,
if not actually treasonable, for members to challenge it.
A legal fiction is a heady diet ; and as this belief grew
on her, richly encouraged by Disraeli's flowers of speech,
Opposition speakers steadily declined in royal favour with
each Parliamentary onslaught delivered on the Queen's
ministers. For she was gradually learning to identify
herself with their decisions ; and if they happened to
be Conservatives, so much the worse for Liberals*
Romance and policy alike endeared the illusion to
Disraeli. It made him feel like Strafford to inform the
House of Commons that he stood there " by the favour
of the Queen," like Bolingbroke in full cry after his Patriot
King to descant upon the blessings of " a real Throne*"
His antiquarian sense was richly satisfied by pre-Revolu-
tion gestures of obeisance. It was delightful to behave
as though the Whigs had never worked their sordid will